My diary


25th February 2015

Hmm I don’t know how to start writing. Usually I don’t write anything about my emotions (I’m  hard as-steel), but today something very strange and unpleasant had happened. You won’t believe me. 

I awaked. My eyes were closed. I didn’t want to open them. There was darkness everywhere. Ha! Suddenly I heard something! Could that be true? Could that be waves pounding against the beach? I slowly opened my eyes. And indeed, I was lying on the beach. There was nobody around, nobody except me, trying to realize where I was. I decided to go to the forest next to the beach and look for anybody. I left the sunny beach and I entered the dark forest. I have to admit that I was terribly scared. I was looking for anything what could help me. Finally I  found a path. Great success! A path! But my happiness didn’t last long. Why was there a path? Was it made by animals or by… human? I wasn’t sure  was that good or bad.  I was even more scared. I didn’t find anything interesting and it started getting dark so I decided to go sleep. Darkness again. I like it. It’s a nice ignorance of a dangerous world. 

26th February 2015

I woke up. My eyes were still closed. Was it desert island? Oh, never mind. I could feel… hundreds of smells. What a pleasant feeling. Why hadn’t I noticed this before? And I was surrounded by sounds of jungle.

My nose was touched. What was it? “Oh no, I had to open my eyes”. “AAAAA! What’s that?!” I saw two big, shining eyes. They were staring at me. Terrifying! It was a monkey. It was breathing loudly and deeply. “Is it going to hurt me?” But nothing like that happened. The monkey looked at me again, but this time with a smile on its face. I smiled back. It was a good choice. I started talking to the monkey like parents talk to their child. The monkey looked at me in surprise. Astonishingly it started talking to me in my language! Unbelievable! We were talking for few minutes and had nice time. I found out that my new friend hadn’t seen anyone like me on his island. It was the desert island. By the way, his name was Christopher.  He was given this name after well-known monkey traveller -  Christopherolumbus, but in a little bit shorter form. Christopher suggested taking me to the place where he lived. So I was walking through the jungle again. But this time  it was a big difference. I wasn’t alone. I got a friend with me. It was a typical jungle, like jungles which you know from the adventurous films. Suddenly, I spotted a trail on the ground. It was similar to my footprint. But there were no humans on the island except me. “Hmmm great. Another problem to think about.” I thought. Luckily we were walking for a long time so I managed to forget about somehow. 

The day came to its end, so we stopped to sleep.

27th February 2015

I woke. This time I opened my eyes straightaway. We quickly started walking and after 2 hours we entered the village. Despite being placed in the middle of the forest it was a very cosy place. The village had shape of a circle. In the middle there was a big cottage with a place for a bonfire. On the edge of a circle there were houses of monkeys, but they  weren’t like human houses. These houses were hanging on lianas about 3 meters  above the ground. It was arranged this way  because monkeys were afraid of a “monster”. The oldest monkey, “Homosuperius”, told me a story about the monster, who had been kidnapping monkey kids from the village. They didn’t know the reason and couldn’t even describe the look of the monster. These events had started about 3 weeks before my arrival. So far, none of the monkeys had returned. All citizens of the island were afraid of the monster and didn’t want to catch him. Supposedly the monster came to the village at night and took crying monkey kids. Monkeys let me stay with them, so I became a household member of my best monkey friend  Christopher. 

While walking through my new “home town” I recalled what I had seen in the forest some days before. It was a footprint! Why didn’t I think about it? Maybe there was a human on the island? “If there was one, why monkeys couldn’t recognize him as a human?”I was thinking. I looked for some footprints around the village and what do you think: Did I find anything? The answer is: Yes. I found exactly the same footprints as the one  in the forest.

After meeting with the families of the lost kids I decided to find and kill the monster, whatever it would be. “What do I have to lose? I’m the only human being on this island and I’ll probably die in few months from some monkey’s disease.”I came to Homosuperius and talked to  him about my expedition. He wasn’t enraptured about my idea, but he let me  talk with younger members of the big monkeys’ family. As I suspected they also weren’t sure if they wanted to go with me, but two of them decided to help. So we had to prepare to the expedition.

28th February 2015

I didn’t sleep much the previous night. I was thinking about the monster. Why had I decided to go? “Ahhh, I’m not a hero. Things like that are not for me!”. My friends had already been ready. We left  the village soon after that. “So the adventure begins” I thought. One of my buddies was my best friend Christopher. Second of them was one of his best friends. His name was “Broinarmieator”. 

While going through the jungle we were talking about our lives.

After two hours of walk we discovered something interesting. It was the entering to the cave. Sounds like adventure! Inside the cave it was dark, but on the “horizon” we could see something white. We came there and we saw a skeleton!  What’s more, it was a human skeleton! I’m a medicine student so you can trust me-. Bones were white and covered with flesh. For me it was disgusting view, but for monkeys, you know, it was nothing special. They told me that they eat body of dead family members. Eating their bodies honors their memory. After all monkeys dig a hole in the ground and bury skeletons. A year after somebody’s death,  family collects a bunch of flowers and takes it to the place where the  skeleton was consigned. It’s hard to call this place a grave because only the family of departed knows, where he is! “Hmm, what if I dig a hole in the middle of the jungle and there will be somebody’s skeleton? I didn’t know if it would be funny or terrifying.”

We came out of the cave and  went further. After three hours of walking we saw a glade. It the middle of it there was a tree. On this tree, what surprised us, there was a treehouse. Definitely somebody lived there. We couldn’t wait more so we entered the house using nicely manufactured ladder. There was one big room and some smaller ones on its sides. There was a desk and a chair in the middle of the main room. Next to the wall, there were shelves and a wardrobe. Some strange voices, like crying, could be heard. We slowly walked through the room. In the wall there were gaps, which let the light to come into peculiar home. On the shelves, there were different things, but what caught my attention were  medical instruments. There were saws, jars with smelly liquids, syringes made of products found on the island. All this stuff was thought-provoking and it reminded me experiments made on humans during World War Two. Everything looked like from a horror film- screams and “torture” instruments. While we were exploring the house,  unexpectedly we heard someone climbing the ladder. “We must hide! Quickly!”shouted Christopher. “But where?” asked Broinarmieator. I noticed a wardrobe and I ran in that direction. My buddies did the same. When we had already reached the wardrobe the resident came in. I couldn’t see him at first, I could only heard his steps. He walked slowly and heavily. Up to this moment I still wasn’t able to see him. But  just then the wardrobe started slanting and we overturned with a big bang. We were terrified he must have seen us! One moment later I was sure about it. He started talking to us. Surprisingly, I understood his language. “Hello my friends”- he said. We didn’t know what’s going on. “Hello”he repeated. “Hello. I’m sorry, we didn’t want to burgle.” I said  and thought ” Oh, why am I lying”? What came as a shock was a fact that the resident really treated us as friends. We started talking and everything came clear.

So what’s the solution of all of those mysteries?  

Resident of a house was a castaway. He had been a doctor and he wanted to treat ill monkeys. Up to this time he hadn’t given them back to the village because they had to fully recover. And there’s one more important detail  he hadn’t shaved for 8 months. That’s why he didn’t resemble a man.

29th February, 2015

I awaked. I opened my eyes. It was my old, real bedroom.
